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in what I maintained was the smallest craft afloat,
which I had built myself, with the water lapping up
within an inch of the gunwale, only to be haled ashore
by my horrified father. One great joy was donning a
Boyton suit which had been given me by a yacht's
captain. This contraption was the invention of a certain
Captain Boyton and consisted of india-rubber jacket
and trousers, divided into longitudinal compartments
each of which had to be filled with air. A helmet of
the same material with a large air compartment at the
back (to act as a pillow and to keep your head up)
was screwed on last. When accoutred in this strange
covering, with the air cells blown up, the wretched
creature inside could not move but had to be lifted and
borne bodily to the riverside, there to be launched
feet foremost like a boat. Captain Boyton himself
actually crossed the Channel in his invention, and
even manipulated a small sail fixed on to his suit,
I believe. Otherwise you just lay on your back and
propelled yourself with a paddle. It was grand sport.
I was borne to the slip-way and launched, to the
cheers of my friends. Unfortunately, the joint between
the upper and lower garments used generally to let in
-the water, which washed my spine fore-and-aft as
I paddled.
That small adventure diverted the whole course of
my life.
For no particular reason but for the love of adven-
ture, and as if caught in a gust of
".  .  . Such wind as scatters young men through the world,
To seek their fortunes further than at home,"
I had decided to run away.
^One of my father's apprentices and I had fallen
victims to certain specious advertisements which were
finding their way into the country districts at that time,
holding out golden prospects to the adventurous who
would emigrate to Canada and take up one of the 160-
acre lots (of uncleared forest primeval, as I now have